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AFTER THESE  MANY QUESTS
IN1
had had his eyes gouged out, possibly by the Rome's fine avenues were golden with autumn le the poverty, dishonesty and beggary were depres;
Reminders of that other, war-time existence v tiful. Often we were living in the heroic past.
The officer with the sternest appearance, loud most massive figure and the biggest heart in was one Colonel Newnham, of the Royal Hampsl ment. So long as the British Army can produce n sterling qualities it has nothing to fear. His galla which gained him the D.S.O. and the America at Sidi Nisr in Tunisia is one of the epics of the wa tuiiately brave soldiers are not always fluent ^ talkers. The story of how a battalion of Hamps the 155th Field Regiment of Artillery held out wher in overwhelming force by German tanks, and su still has to be adequately described.
I was fortunate in meeting Lucas's smart and American   wife,  Leonore,   with  her   transatlantic and English humour.  She came out representing a Han paper and insisted upon calling herself a " bo, to match Luke's " bog-rat."
The doyen of all the English correspondents ^ Mackenzie of the News Chronicle. She was biling ness itself, and equipped with a delicious sense of
Rome was only a stop-gap assignment.    I ws return to England for another Christmas at home after my return I suffered a grievous loss in the my dear mother at the advanced age of eight; cannot bring myself to write of her last hours, is assuaged only by knowledge that brother Sti iiis wife Maude were her constant comfort during Stanley  combined this with arduous duties at tcchnic, as an indefatigable air-raid warden thro phase of the blitzes, and also as a family man.e senior officers' hotel, the Eden, where slowly civilian clothes were beginning to replace the uniforms. Outside, in daylight hours, an elderly woman, who contrived, most ingeniously, to preserve an air of gentility in her threadbare clothing, shuffled up and down in worn-out shoes tapping the kind-hearted brasshats for largesse. Down the street was another beggar—a horrid sight—whohe prospect of Berlin loomed with infinite dreariness. To be in an island,tion by ignoring them and whose good nature was irrepressible, found the strain of " non-fratting " in theirTheon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
